34         AFTER THESE MANY QUESTS
were usually half full of water, depressed me still more When would it be my turn for the blood-bath?
At fourteen, in the third year at the H.E., I began to earr my living, so to speak, by drawing the 165. 8d. a month o: the bursary, doled out in little packets. When I receivec my pay packet I immediately raced home and gave the whole lot to Mother. As far as I remembered, I was dolec out sixpence a week for pocket-money, but was allowed t< apply, with varying success, for further grants-in-aid Generally the sixpence was ample, for the Gem and Magne cost one penny each and Sharp's Kreemy toffee was tw( ounces a penny.
The journalistic germ had by now thoroughly infected mj whole system. I had glamorous ideas of a future existence seated dreamily in a sumptuous study, gazing through £ casement window at immaculate lawns where fountain! "shook their loosening silver," and the wind whisperec through ancient elms. Every now and then, I imagined my reveries would be interrupted by the postman delivering sacks full of cheques and fan-mail.
Then I read Philip Gibbs's Street of Adventure and had i rude shock. I hated the idea of the buft'etings, uncertaintiei and snubs of a reporter's life. Later Bernard's father-in-lav lent me Sir Henry Lucy's Sixty Years in the Wilderness, anc my ideas had a sharper perspective. When the class wai faced with its periodical essay problem, one day, of "Wha I would like to be," I astonished a derisive assembly o prime ministers, generals, police inspectors, engine driven and postmen with my firm resolve to be a journalist. Form master Dadley's kindly face twisted into one of his wn smiles. "All right if you could get on a paper like The Daili Telegraph," he remarked.
One peculiarity of the H.E. School was that there was n< corporal punishment. The worst that could befall was beinj sent to the headmaster with a report form. My horror o form-filling dates from, this ritual. Who ever thought ou the scheme was a genius at child psychology. We talked ii terrified whispers about "old so-and-so" who had no les than five report forms. Nobody quite knew what happene< if you secured a nap hand of these dread documents. It wa